


AMAZON BES TSEL LIN G| AUTHOR / 
FLORA FERRARI 


POSSESSIVE CAN ADI AN 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER 
WOMAN ROMAN CE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 72 


FLORA FERRARI 


CONTENTS 


Copyright 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants Series 


Possessive Canadian 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Epilogue 


Extended Epilogue 


Series 
Newsletter 


COPYRIGHT 


Copyright © 2018 by Flora Ferrari. 
All Rights Reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any electronic or mechanical means, including information 
storage retrieval systems, without written permission from 
the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book 
review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong 
language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature 
readers, 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: Bodyguard 
Book 34: Greek God | 








Book 36 : Moline. Man” 
Book 37: SEAL’s Justice 





Book 38: Royal Romance 
Book 39: Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 





Book 40: Crocodile Dan D 
Book 41: Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 
Book a2 boctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 





ook 43: Cop's Babysitter 
Book eTe TEN for the Cop Next Door 
Book 45: Small Town SEAL’s Saving Grace 
zak A Sons S Fake AE 












B a l 52: F “iref sce ve Profesor 
Book: 53. Soldier’ s Secret Baby 


Ook 4: Ward. s TA e Day. 


Book 5 6 : TEENA | Poli iceman 
Book 57: Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Book 58: Boss” S a een 














Book 66: F ) 
Book 67: Love ry TP i 





Book 69: Possessive Firefighter 
Book 70: Football Next Door 
Book 71: Doctor December 
Book 72: Possessive Canadian 


POSSESSIVE CANADIAN 


Possessive Canadian? 


| thought a Canadian man was tolerant, humble, easy- 
going, and non-violent. 


But when this younger woman goes to Whistler to get 
away from the stresses of work, | meet an older man who 
tells me, in a not so humble way, that I’m his from now on. 


And he’s dead serious when he says that he’s not tolerant of 
other men trying to take me from him. And when a sexy 
snowboarder gives me a lusty look | see the kind of violence 
that he’s capable of. 


And it turns me on, even though it shouldn't. 


It’s the first time I’ve met a man who was so into me. 
Maybe because it’s the first older man this younger 
woman has ever had interested in her, but it makes me 
realize the boys my age can’t compare to a real man. 


And because he’s my real man | know it’s time for another 
first time...experiencing my very first time with him now 
that he possesses my heart. 


But when it’s time to leave this winter wonderland and 
return to the doldrums of work, will he send me packing or 
tell me l'Il never pack my bags again... because my 
Canadian romance is going to last forever because I’m 
truly his no matter where in the world where we find 
ourselves from here on out? 


*Possessive Canadian is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Cameron 
She was mine the minute she walked through the door. 


With her long, blonde hair and big blue eyes that were as 
vibrant and alert as they were beautiful there was no way | 
was letting her escape my grasp. 


And especially not to some guy who thinks that whistling at 
women is okay. 


“You don’t know how to use that mouth of yours to talk?” | 
say as | stand over him as he cowers into his seat as his 
table. “lIl show you how it’s done,” | say. 


| point to the door “Out!” 
“I’m not hurting anyone?” he says. “Just having a little fun.” 


“Fun? You think that woman whose attention you’re trying 
to get is finding this fun?” | bend from the waist leaning in 
closer so my face is level with his. “Son, that woman’s got 
more balls than you do sitting in here tolerating your 
juvenile nonsense. She may not say anything to you about 
it, because she knows that it’s better to ignore idiots like 
you. But unfortunately for you I don’t. See! don’t have 
manners like she does. You lose them out in the oil sands of 
Athabasca when you’re in the middle of nowhere surrounded 
by a bunch of men who are so angry, lonely, and drunk that 
they could rip your head off and forget about it by the time 
they sobered up in the morning.” | pause. “And if you don’t 


stand up and walk out of here right fucking now l'Il throw 
you out myself One...” | say beginning my count to three. 
And his ass better be out of that chair and on his way well 


LA 


before | finish saying ‘two’. 
“You can’t make me leave. This isn’t your place,” he says. 


“As a matter of fact it is. And you had your chance, son,” | 
say my hands shooting up and grabbing him under the 
armpits as | lift him straight out of his chair causing it to tip 
backwards. 


“Put me down!” he yells. 


“Oh, I’m going to put you down all right,” | say as | carry him 
towards the door. 


If there’s one thing | hate more than anything in the world 
it’s rude behavior towards women. And no way in hell is 
anything other than respect and praise towards women 
going to be tolerated in a place that | own, and that | call 
home. 


Especially not from some punk kid. 


| call him a kid, but I can tell from carrying him that he’s 
probably a solid two hundred and twenty pounds of mostly 
muscle... but it’s the kind you get in a gym lifting iron plates 
in the air conditioning in your matching Nike outfit. 


My muscles, on the other hand, were forged in the remote 
parts of northern Alberta, up by Fort McMurray which is 
nearly a thousand miles from where | recently opened this 
ski resort here in Whistler, British Columbia with all the 
money | made when | struck it rich with a massive oil find. 


But he doesn’t need to know that. All he needs to know is 
how to treat women with a little respect and showing him 
the consequences of bad behavior should bring him right 
into line real quick. 


| push him so hard into the front door that it opens outward 
forme. Then I release one hand from under his armpits and 
quickly grab the back of his pants by the top and my other 
hand quickly slides around and takes a hold of his collar. 


| rock back on my heels and then my body weight shoots 
forward as | release him sending him flying in the Superman 
position just before his face meets a freshly plowed pile of 
Snow. 


But his face isn’t the only thing as suddenly his entire body 
disappears into the cold white wall. 


| see some snow go flying and he kicks his way out the back 
and takes off in the other direction. 


“You can’t do that to me!” he yells. 


“| just did, and if you try it again l'Il do a whole lot worse. 
And I never forget a face,” | holler at him, but he’s making 
tracks so fast and the wind has started to pick up he might 
not even hear me. 


He’s not prepared for this kind of lifestyle, but | am. 


But the moment I saw her I knew I was prepared for another 
kind of lifestyle... family man. 


I’ve been single my entire life, just working and saving my 
money until | struck it rich. | was focused, burying myself in 
my work. 


But now, because of her and her alone, it’s time for a 
change. 


There’s no point in doing all this unless there’s someone to 
Share it with. Someone to spoil and show her she means 
everything to you. 


Thoughts like these never crossed my mind until | saw her. 


And now those aren’t the only thoughts that are crossing my 
mind. 


But if | told her what | was thinking, how feral and primal | 
wanted to get with her right now...just take her to my room 
here at the resort and bury my seed so deep inside her she’s 
pregnant with our first child before the day is even 
through... well, that would scare her and send her running in 
the other direction. 


But she wouldn’t get far, because I’d be right there chasing 
after her. 


There’s no way I’m letting her get away. 
I’m aman who knows what he wants and I’ve never wanted 


anything more than that blonde inside and I’m going to 
march right back inside now and make her mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Camila 


“Where do you think you’re going?” his deep voice cutting 
through the air from behind me and stopping me dead in my 
tracks. 


| freeze. 


“You're mine now... you have been ever since the moment 
you walked through that door” 


I’m still facing away from him wondering what in the hell is 
going on. 


One minute some guy is whistling at me after a few minutes 
of lusty looks and the next minute the guy who threw him 
out, literally on his face, is telling me I’m his. 


What’s up with the men around here? 


And what’s up with me? As a woman who worked hard to 
get a good job fresh out of college, and worked even harder 
that first year which is why I’m here on a short vacation, | 
shouldn’t be responding to this kind of male aggression. 


But wow if it doesn’t turn me on. 


The snowboarder was really good looking, but there was just 
something too youthful about his appearance and when he 
decided to go about approaching me in a juvenile way that 
pretty much sealed the deal...or should | say lack thereof. 


I’m pretty easy going but | am a hard-working adult now. | 
don’t really have time for boyish behavior The world is 
tough enough as it is, especially as a single woman out there 
trying to make it. 


If anything | want a man by my side, and wow is this second 
guy ever the definition of that. 


If | flipped open a dictionary under rugged man I’m sure his 
picture would be front and center. 


His huge frame and height. His thick beard. His muscles 
which I can see even though he’s fully clothed. 


An image suddenly forms in my mind of the two of us up in 
my room rolling around in the sheets and | imagine just how 
that body of his looks when it’s completely bare and on top 
of me as he thrusts inside me. 


And | imagine how dominant he is and how easily those big 
hands of his which were wrapped around that other guy’s 
clothing could so easily take my body and make me feel 
light as a feather. 


He just threw a big guy right off the steps and into a 
snowdrift! | can only begin to imagine how he could toss me 
around so easily in the bedroom, making me feel like a rag 
doll which I’m definitely not. 


And now he tells me I’m his? Who does he think he is? And 
how in the heck doesn’t he think | get some Say in this. 


But something inside me isn’t arguing. 


| wasn’t the homecoming queen in high school or Miss 
Popular in college or anything like that. | preferred to spend 
my time studying, reading, and just generally keeping to 
myself and trying to keep getting ahead in life. 


| didn’t get a lot of male attention and the attention | did get 
was about as exciting as what that snowboarder gave me, 
but that’s part of the problem right there. It usually felt like 
lame attempts, by the few guys who tried, just to quickly get 
in my pants before they moved on to their next “victim.” 
Yeah, | actually heard a guy say that once. Disgusting. 


And | should be disgusted by the way this guy is claiming 
me, but I’m just not and it’s driving me crazy. 


There’s something about how sure of himself he is and how 
he rescued me from that other guy. That and the fact that 
he’s older and seems more at peace with everything. 


And how interested he is in me. 


He didn’t ask me for my phone number. He didn’t ask me 
out on a date or what room | was staying in. He just to/d me 
| was his and that’s that. 


And as much as this was supposed to be a vacation to just 
be by myself and recharge, something deep within me tells 
me the notion of these next days going anything according 
to that sort of plan are totally out the window. 


| should just keep walking right up to my hotel room and 
forget this ever happened. Just lie down in my bed, maybe 
watch some TV or even take a hot shower and order room 
service. 


But | can’t. 


My body betrays what | should be doing when my top half 
slowly turns back toward him and then my feet follow, 
squaring up my entire body. 


Wow, is he intimidating. 
That beard. That scowl. Those deep-set eyes. 


It’s like he’s just a stern look surrounded by hair, and all of 
that is sitting on top of the widest shoulders I’ve ever seen... 
shoulders that taper down to a neat waist...the perfect V- 
shaped torso. 


| feel my upper teeth come down on my lower lip as my body 
language betrays me again. 


“Thank you,” | say. 
“What for?” he shoots back quickly. 
“For getting rid of that harassing guy.” 


“You don’t need to thank me, or any other man, for doing 
something like that. We’re men. It’s what we’re supposed to 
do.” He pauses. “But you won’t ever need to thank any 
other men from this point forward because I’m going to be 
the one to keep you from that kind of garbage from here on 
out. Anyone so much as looks at me and they'll know not to 
even think about bothering you, let alone talking to you or 
even looking in your direction.” 


Who in the hell does this guy think he is? 


“So you’re my white knight now? And you’re just going to 
lock me up and throw away the key, keeping me all to 


yourself?” 


And what’s gotten into me challenging a guy of this size, 
and if I’m being honest with myself one that | don’t want to 
blow my chances with. 


“| see we’re on the same page. That was fast,” he says. 


“Uhhh,” | exhale hard, pivoting on the ball of my foot and 
bee-lining it towards the stairs. There’s no time for the 
elevators right now. | need to get out of here as quickly as 
possible before | give this guy a real piece of my mind. 


Or worse yet...a piece of me, or maybe yet the whole 
enchilada. 


CHAPTER 3 


Cameron 


“Her name is—” | raise my index finger to the receptionist as 
| watch her bubble butt move as she bounds up the stairs. 


Damn she’s got curves, and | want to run my fingers, my 
lips, and my tongue along all of them. 


“I’m not about abusing power,” | say to the receptionist. | 
know he’s just eager to do a good job and please the hotel 
owner, but that’s not how to do it. Plus there’s another 
reason just as equally important. 


“| want to hear her tell me herself Hear her name roll off her 
Sassy tongue and her own sweet lips. | want her to give it to 
me of her own free will.” 


“Yes, sir,” the receptionist says. 
“And she will.” 


| watch as she rounds the corner and suddenly she’s gone, 
nearly as quickly as she came into my world she’s vanished. 


But she’s hardly gone. 


| don’t know how many days she’s got booked here and 
frankly | don’t care. I’m going to wait downstairs for her. | 
know she didn’t come all this way by herself just for one 
night. And I know this is her first night. | would never forget 
the face of the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen and | 


know for a fact | would have seen her if she was here 
yesterday. | always make it a point to meet as many guests 
as possible and | know yesterday | met everyone. | counted 
the introductions | made in my head as the day went along 
and it matched the number of rooms booked. 


It’s an OCD thing | have. After working so long out in the 
middle of nowhere where you can almost lose your identity if 
you're not careful | Know how important it is to have that 
human connection and thank the people who come to my 
resort. There are hundreds of options from them to choose 
from in Whistler alone, and I’m truly honored when they 
choose mine. 


But the more important choice this time is mine. And my 
choice is her. 


And | will see her again... soon. 
I’m sure of it And she can be sure of it too. 


And | sure know what I want to do with her when I do, and 
I’m not just talking about sexually. 


A young woman like that...the way she holds herself...the 
way she stays calm under pressure and the way she doesn’t 
take any lip from anyone, not even me. 


That’s not the kind of woman | need in my life. That’s the 
woman I need in my life. 


And I will have her And just as important she'll want me to 
have her just as much as I want her, and that’s no small feat 
because I’d do anything for her... just for one night with her. 


But | know one night could never be enough and | know 
that’s why this is much more serious. This is something that 
hit my gut the moment | saw her and something that will 
never go away, nor would | want it to. 


| never felt so alive as when | laid eyes on her And now | 
know why | myself am alive. 


To have a family with her. And that starts as soon as she’s 
ready. 


And the next time we lock eyes l'Il be ready to show her 
that’s now. 


There’s no time to waste. She’s the one and she will be 
mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


Camila 


To think that | even imagined TV, a hot shower, or room 
service now seems ridiculous. 


Because all | can think about is him. 


| did get in the shower, but the temperature was lukewarm 
at best, which is very surprising considering I’m almost 
always cold. And as much as I wanted to point that 
showerhead in-between my thighs for a quick bit of relief | 
just couldn't. 


Something inside me told me it wasn’t right. And something 
else told me it was because | wanted the real thing and the 
real thing only. No shallow climax when the man | wanted 
was in the same building as me and he’d made it very clear 
he wanted me too. 


And | didn’t eat either, instead my stomach was still filled 
with butterflies just as my head was filled with thoughts. 


Why was | even considering this? There’s no way this could 
work. 


And he’s practically a Neanderthal. 
And that just added to the complexity. 


At the office where | work everyone always seems to be so 
politically correct, afraid to step on anyone’s shoes. And 


part of the consequences of that are guys who just tiptoe 
around and start speaking in tones that resemble the same 
pitch with which a woman typically speaks. 


| swear sometimes | can barely make out if there’s a guy ora 
girl in the conference room when | walk by if the person’s 
back isto me. They will for sure be in a suit. Their hair will 
often be a medium length. And their tone of voice will be 
the same regardless. It’s unreal. 


But not him. He’s the antithesis of civility and modern 
society He’s the older man that time seemed to have forgot. 


But he’s not that old. | can see by his skin that he’s spent a 
good part of his life out in the wilderness. Men’s skin creams 
from the mall? Forget about it. | doubt this guy even knows 
what a skin cream is. 


He looks weathered, worn in, and raw In other words he 
looks like a man should look, especially one who lives in this 
part of the world. 


But even if | did, say, have dinner with him where does that 
lead us? 


Some hot vacation sex at most? That’s not my thing. Asa 
matter of fact that’s never been my thing. 


I’ve been saving myself for Mr Right for twenty-three long 
years and I’m not about to go back on my promise to myself 
to just give my first time to some guy who gets my panties 
in a bunch and turns my stomach in knots. 

No matter how tempting that may be. 


But why can’t I get him out of my head then? 


None of this makes sense. None of it. | mean he could be 
arrested for assault for what he did to that guy earlier. 


But maybe that’s part of the appeal. He’s a man who takes 
charge and does the “right thing” even when it’s not the 
“right thing” in legal terms. | mean, how many guys just 
catcall girls and just annoy the hell out of half the female 
population for years before they finally stop? And how many 
never give up? 


There are some laws against it, but not really too many. 
Guys can still get away with a lot, but not when there’s a 
real man around... like him. 


But who is he? | don’t even know his name or anything 
about him. 


| shake my head quickly and blink my eyes. | need to stop 
thinking about this... about him. 


| walk to the big window in my room and pull open the 
blinds. 


It’s already dark. Wow, that happened fast. | forgot that’s 
how it works when you're this far north. 


| look at the main ski run that leads straight down to the 
lodge. It’s beautifully lit on each side, but wait... there’s 
something... no. 


Right in the middle of the run somebody has used some kind 
of blue coloring or something and “written” out four letters 
horizontally. 


How in the world? 


| say the letters out loud one at a time. 

ad M. |. N. E.” 

| feel my breath catch and my entire body goes on alert. 
He... He couldn’t have... There’s no... 

Who else could it be? Who else is crazy enough to do 
something like this? Only the guy who’s crazy enough to 
throw a guy out the front door of the resort and then 
proclaim I was his. 

And now he’s done it again. 

Or has he just done it? Has he gone way too far? 

Why am I even thinking like this? It’s like we’re already ina 
relationship in my mind and I’m just contemplating his latest 
display of grandeur. 

And wow, are they getting bigger. 

| turn and look at my suitcase and right there on top is the 
one thing | brought “just in case.” | knew | wasn’t going to 
need it, but I just wanted to bring it anyways, to trick myself 
into thinking maybe | would. 

But | knew | wouldn't. 

Until now. 

And not only will | need it, but I’m going to need the 


matching heels that go with that little black dress that | 
bought over a year ago but have still yet to wear. 


Until tonight. 


I’m going to put my hair up and then try and let it down 
when I go downstairs and have a drink with him. 


But letting my hair down in the presence of a real man is the 
last thing that I'll be able to do. 


| know I’m going to be tense. | know I’m going to be 
excited. And I have no idea what’s going to happen. 


But | know he’s going to surprise me and | just have to know 
how. 


And | know this dress is going to surprise him. 


But the real surprise won’t be what he says to me, because | 
already know his words are shockingly direct. 


What will surprise me is if he finds a way to talk me out of it, 
and if he does there’s no going back then. 


| will be his. Forever. 


CHAPTER 5 


Cameron 


| can see by the look in her eye that she saw my gesture on 
the main ski run. | don’t have to ask my team members who 
are working the gondola lifts if they saw her curtains pull 
back and the light from her room signifying she was looking 
out. | already know 


And | knew she’d come down once she did. 


I’ve been waiting in the lobby for well over an hour, but in 
reality I’ve been waiting my whole life... for her. 


Her eyes stay fixed on mine as she comes down the stairs as 
she grips the handrail. I’m up and out of my seat quickly 
moving towards her. 


The moment | reach her | extend my elbow and she stops 
her grip still on the handrail. Without taking her eyes from 
mine she leans towards me slightly and sticks her hand 
through the space I’ve created between my elbow and my 
body. 


And then it comes. 


The feeling of her hand on my shirt and | can feel the 
electricity shoot through my arm and spread throughout my 
entire body. | freeze having never felt something like this 
before. 


I’ve had to drill holes in the ice and jump in in the dead of 
winter and did my body ever feel that. I’ve felt the 
adrenaline kick of realizing you’ve got a polar bear on either 
side of you in the most northern parts of Canada and realize 
one wrong move, any display of fear, will result in the end of 
your existence. 


And none of those moments compare to this. To the feeling 
of her taking my arm and making my existence on earth, 
and in life, so much more real. 

“You're quite the gentleman,” she says. 

“And you’re the ultimate lady,” | say. 

| watch as the corners of her mouth turn up slightly followed 
by her eyes. Her smile is real, genuine, and youthful...and it 
makes my cock harden instantly. 

| slowly help her down the stairs until we’re in the lobby. 
“Hungry?” 

“How did you know?” she asks. 

“It’s my job to read you. To know what you want before you 
do. To anticipate everything in life you could possibly want 
and then deliver it to you in the exact moment you first 
desire it.” 

“Are you like this all the time?” 


“Like what?” 


“This...intense?” 


“If you Know what you want why bother with anything else?” 


“You have a point,” she says as her head turns slightly 
exposing that beautiful neck of hers to me. 


“I'll always go all in on exactly what | want than mess 
around and go halfway on things | don’t, or things I’m only 
Slightly interested in.” 

“And this is all in?” 

“This is just the beginning.” 

“You're pretty sure of yourself” 

“Because I’m sure of us.” 

“What makes you so sure? And why me?” 

| look down at her feet. | don’t know much about women’s 
shoes, or nothing to be exact, but | can bet those heels 
aren't comfortable although damn do they make her legs 
look so incredible | could spend the rest of the evening 
kissing my way up and down them. 

“How about | tell you all about it over a home cooked meal?” 
“Let me guess... you cooked it?” 

“| would have, but I was working on other things.” 

“Such as the display on the ski run?” 


“For one.” 


“So there’s more?” 


“There’s a lot more...so much more and it’s never going to 
stop.” 


“When do you have time to sleep?” 


“Why would I want to sleep and miss one second without 
you?” 


| have no clue what’s gotten into me. If I were reading what 
| was saying right now I'd feel like it was one cheesy pick-up 
line after another. But if | was a fly on the wall watching this 
I'd know it’s not the case. It’s just coming to me naturally 
because it’s so damn true. It’s the first time in my life I’ve 
ever felt this way and I’m speaking immediately and with 
complete honesty and transparency. It’s so natural. And if | 
was that fly I’d see that my body language is congruent with 
my words, because it is. One hundred percent. 


And | one hundred percent want to continue this 
conversation with her over the food that’s been prepared, 
but she’s still peppering me with questions... which is good. 
| like that she’s sizing me up. | appreciate that she’s not an 
easy catch. The best things in life are those you work for. 


Freezing my ass off in the middle of nowhere for months at a 
time before | struck it rich in the oil sands was hard work, 
but l'II work a million times harder just to have her in my 
arms. She’s the ultimate treasure. 


“So what’s on the menu?” she relents. 
“Right this way,” | say and walk her to our VIP room, which 


I’ve had cleared out for tonight. | don’t want any 
interruptions. Just the two of us. 


The best food in Canada for the best company in the world. 


Her. 


And the world is what | want to give her...and that starts by 
giving her answers to her questions. 


So | can ask her the one and only question | need to. 


CHAPTER 6 


Camila 


| remember reading something in Psychology Today about 
sociopaths and how long they can stay in character. 


| know he’s not a sociopath, but the thought did briefly cross 
my mind that maybe he’s in some sort of character, playing 
some sort of performance. 


But everything about him is so consistent that | just can’t 
even fathom that might be true. 


“So do you do this for all the women who come to the 
resort?” 


“Never. The thought never crossed my mind, let alone the 
actions you’ve seen out of me today.” 


“What if I’m not sure?” 


“Ask anyone, any of my staff or even anyone in the area. 
Just ask them about me and see what they say.” 


“How could | ask them when | don’t even know your name?” 
“Cameron,” he says without apology and | realize | was the 
one who ran off earlier before we could have a proper 


introduction. “And you are?” 


“Camila,” | say. 


“We share the first three letters.” 


| nod. He’s just so quick with his answers still. I’m guessing 
he could have gotten my name from the hotel staff and then 
given me a made-up name for himself that kind of coincides 
with mine. 


Why am I so paranoid? 
Maybe it’s because I’m not allowing myself to be loved. 


| think back to when | was a girl and | spent those countless 
sessions with the therapist who told me it wasn’t my fault 
my mother abandoned me. Theresa. l'Il always remember 
her She was so supportive and patient with me, but 
something inside me told me I wasn’t worthy of love if my 
own mother didn’t even love me. 


And maybe that’s stuck with me all these years, even with 
all of Theresa’s generosity in the beginning. Something 
inside me just closed up, but here he is to open me up and 
make me believe | can be loved. 


Not only loved but truly cherished. 

“Why me?” 

“You're asking a question which can’t be explained with 
words. There’s no logic or tidy answer, but there is a simple 
one.” He pauses. 

“Which is?” 

“Because | have to have you. Because everything about me 


wants everything about you. Something, everything, inside 
me tells me you’re the one and I go with my gut. We as 


people can dress up in fancy clothes and play our elaborate 
games but deep down we're still animals and nothing 
reminds me of that more than you.” 


“|I remind you that you're an animal?” 


“That my mission on earth is to find the absolute perfect 
mate for me. It’s something | never thought about but when 
you came in through that door it suddenly was all | could 
think about. Everything made sense. Anything I’d done up 
to this point was just a big rehearsal for this moment.” 


“What if | told you | have a job and | have to go back to it in 
a week’s time?” 


“I'd tell you you don’t. You can stay here with me 
permanently.” 


“What if | don’t want to?” 


“Would you have put on that beautiful dress and those fancy 
shoes to come down to the lobby to possibly bump into a 
man you didn’t want to spend more time with? To havea 
second chance encounter with one you weren’t curious 
about? One you didn’t think there was a chance of 
something serious with?” 


He leans in slightly “I know you’re a busy young woman, a 
no nonsense kind of person. Well, neither am |. And just 
that fact alone right there and that we’re both here right 
now says a lot.” 


He’s right. He’s reading me like an open book. Maybe I’m 
too close to the situation to see it for myself, but the only 
person closer is him. But the way he just cuts through it all 
and gets right down to it is still impressive. 


“Do you like fresh fish?” 


“I’m not a huge fish person, but freshly caught fish could be 
interesting.” 


“Anything on the menu. Just pick.” 


“I thought you had something prepared?” Why am | 
nitpicking, looking for an inconsistency? 


“Ido. All of it.” 
“All of it?” 


“| asked the chefs to expect anything to be ordered, and to 
make sure we had it fresh.” 


| feel bad. His generosity is unparalleled, at least in my life, 
and here | am questioning it all and there he is across the 
table offering anything and everything under the sun. 


“Thank you,” I say. | really need to loosen up a bit. | can’t 
blame my job for being so high strung, even though | was 
working up and through yesterday evening. But! need to 
take a deep breath and remember that I’m human. That life 
isn’t just about climbing the corporate ladder. That there is 
someone out there who will love me. 


And as crazy as it sounds | just met him and I’m quickly 
realizing I’m just that same someone who could love him 
right back. 


CHAPTER 7 


Camila 
“How does that feel?” 
“Tight,” | say. 


“Good. That’s how it should feel. It makes it easier to 
maneuver. As long as it doesn’t hurt and is not pinching you 
or anything like that.” 


“No,” | say looking down at my snowboarding boots which 
look more like the moon boots Neil Armstrong had on when 
he landed for the first time on the moon. 


But right now it’s my head that’s up in the clouds and I’m 
the one who’s over the moon. I’m in the midst of a private 
snowboarding lesson under the stars. 


I’m surprised how alert and nimble | feel after our meal. 
Then again | guess that’s the difference between eating filet 
mignon, | passed on the fish, paired with a glass of Merlot 
versus stuffing my face with cheap carbohydrates at my 
desk as | try to get ahead in the corporate world which leads 
me to often work well into the night. 


But tonight is different. Tonight is special. 


Apparently Cameron’s been snowboarding every day 
possible this season and is getting pretty good. At least 
that’s what the waiter told me when Cameron excused 
himself to use the toilet after dinner. 


But how does everyone know him here? Is there more to 
him than he’s told me? 


And he’s already told mea lot. Our dinner conversation was 
incredible like a rapid fire back and forth tennis match. 


And after the excitement of a great conversation with a real 
man that really got my brain moving, now I’m ready to get 
the blood moving in the rest of my body with a little bit of 
exercise that will feel a lot more like fun than exercise. 


“Okay. Ready?” 
“Ready,” | say. 


He pops up off the ground at the top of the ski run as if it’s 
nothing and offers me a hand. | reach for it wondering how 
in the heck I’m going to maneuver myself into some sort of 
position where | can get off my backside. Maybe I'll resort to 
putting my head down and doing some sort of turtle roll. 


But just as I’m wondering how this whole standing up on the 
snow with a board underneath me is going to be possible my 
hand touches his, or more accurately is engulfed in his, and 
he swiftly lifts me to my feet. 


“Whoa!” | say as my knees wobble and I reach both hands 
for him finding his waist as | pull myself in for balance. 


“I've got you,” he says. “You'll never have to worry with me 
by your side.” 


And to tell you the truth | was worried, because if | were to 
start sliding sideways about ten feet | can see that the angle 
of descent starts to pick up a bit and I'd be well on my way 


down that patch of snow and most likely into the hospital 
with a bunch of broken bones and bruises. 


But with him here | don’t feel the need to worry. | just feel 
like this is So much fun. 


And he’s having fun too judging by the size of the hard rod | 
feel pressing against me through his thick snowboarding 
pants and mine. Good grief How thick is that thing he’s 
got between his legs? 

| look up at him and see he was already looking down at me. 
From my angle his face is surrounded by the dark of night 
and then what seems like a thousand stars. It’s like he’s a 
dream or something. 

My dream. 

And my snowboarding lesson, just the two of us. 

A moment passes and | feel like | want to rise up on my 
tiptoes and make myself more easily kissable, but | don’t 
have the balance to hold my position let alone try and make 
myself taller and get closer to his lips which are behind that 
thick beard somewhere. 


Suddenly | feel something on my nose and | look at him and 
notice a few snowflakes on his beard, and then a few more. 


“It’s snowing,” | say. 
“Romantic, isn’t it?” 


“Yeah,” I say. “Yeah it is.” | smile and nod slightly. 


Suddenly we both go completely quiet, allowing our eyes to 
do all the talking as I stare into his and he gazes into mine. 


What if he’s right? What if | am his? What if there is no 
controlling this? 


“Okay,” he says with conviction as if to break up the silent 
pause. “I’m going to turn you around and put my hands on 
your hips. Ready?” 


“What? Wait a second,” | say, but it’s too late. 


He does some sort of spin thing and suddenly he’s behind 
me and | feel my feet moving, no make that sliding 
completely out of my own control, and a breeze in my face 
as we begin moving down the hill. 


“Oh my gosh. Don’t crash, Camila. Don’t crash.” | say. 


“You're not going to crash. | promise. | got you. Just relax, 
enjoy and l'Il do all the work.” 


Wouldn’t that be nice if | had a guy who said that more 
often? Scratch that...ever. 


Hearing his words makes me realize no guy has ever said 
that to me, and it also makes me realize how much | like 
hearing it. 


| think I’ve kept everything bottled up my entire life, just 
trying to do everything myself and I’ve never really stopped 
and just put my feet up and let someone else in my life do 
something nice for me. 


But then again there’s never really been someone else in my 
life. | even kept my friends at a bit of a distance, preferring 


not to get too close to them. | wanted to be more of a good 
acquaintance than a friend. 


And maybe that explains why I chose to come to Canada for 
my getaway. | picked a place that is known for its vast 
landscapes, remoteness, and lack of people in parts of the 
country. | mean the entire population of Canada doesn’t 
even quite match the state of California. 

But I’m not thinking about states and geography or 
anything like that right now And it’s because I’m in a state 
of bliss as | feel my body moving safely down the hill. 


And the feeling of his hands on my hips make me feel more 
like we’re dancing than snowboarding. 


“Okay, ready to do something cool?” 
“Oh no. Slow and steady wins the race,” | say bending my 
knees a bit trying to lower my center of gravity as | have no 


idea what he’s got planned. 


“We'll go slow and steady. | promise. Just put your arms out 
straight.” 


“My arms out straight?” 
“Yeah, you trust me right?” 


“Yeah, | always trust complete strangers in foreign countries 
that I’ve known for all off a few hours.” 


“At dinner you said this was your first foreign travel.” 


a It iS.” 


“Then let’s make another first. Trust me right now and l'II 
give you something you'll never forget.” 


“Something I'll never forget, eh?” 

“Yeah...eh,” he says. 

| laugh realizing Canadians are famous for putting ‘eh’ at the 
end of sentences sometimes but | was the one that did it 
first. 

“See, you’re already more Canadian than me.” 


“So we're going moose hunting later?” 


“Only after we trap beavers,” he says. “By the way...are you 
making fun of me and my country?” 


“Noooo,” | say, and I’m definitely not. 


“Well, we’re also famous for ice hockey and ice skating so 
it’s time to show you just how we Canadians do it when it 
comes to winter fun.” 


“No!” | say when | feel one of his hands come off my hips 
and | instinctively raise both my hands in front of me to try 
and keep my balance. He tricked me into doing just what he 
wanted! Booger 


He always keeps one hand on my hip and before | know 
what’s happening he’s somehow on the other side of me 
facing me. 


“Don’t look down. Look at me,” he says, his hand still on my 
hip. 


| raise my eyes from the snow which is moving in front of me 
faster than | care to admit, albeit still not so fast, and | look 
at his boots...then his knees... his waist, where | swear I can 
still see that bulge...and then to his torso and across his 
broad shoulders as | steady myself before | finally lock eyes 
with him. 


| sure hope we don’t crash, especially if | cause it and it 
somehow breaks that rod in his pants in half before | get to 
see it...or more. 


“Just keep looking at me,” he says as | feel his free hand take 
my outstretched hand and then his other hand comes off my 
hip and take my other hand. 


| feel safer already. 
“Care to dance?” he asks. 


“No. No. No!” | say, but it’s too late as he does some sort of 
spin and he’s behind me and then in front of me and then 
back into the position where he started. His hands came off 
me as he maneuvered, but he always keeps one hand on 
me, which does a lot for my sense of safety. 


“You had to take a plane to get here, right?” he asks as he 
holds both my tiny hands in his. 


“Uh huh,” | say trying not to look down. 

“Good, so you’re not afraid of flying.” 

“Flying. Noooo!” but again I’m too late as his knees bend 
and he moves in closer to me taking me by the hips despite 


my attempts to not let go of him and suddenly | feel my 
board lose contact with the ground and l'm rising! 


Oh. My. God. 


I’m up in the air and he’s got me over his head like l'm a 
barbell as we’re gliding down the mountain. 


I am scared shitless. 


“Don’t be scared,” he yells. It’s like he’s reading my mind, 
not that that’s much of a challenge right now “Hold on!” 


“To what?” | ask. 
“Life. Your youth. The memory we're about to make.” 
“We already made a memory! Snowboard dancing.” 


“That’s just the start. Here we go,” he says and suddenly my 
body is spinning as we pick up speed. 


| have no idea why, and definitely no idea how, but suddenly 
| just give up and give in. 


If I’m going to die right now | might as well enjoy it. But how 
in the world will this man allow any harm to come my way? 
His first act was standing up for me and here he is standing 
up with me. 


| think back to what Theresa said all those years ago. “You 
have to let yourself go sometimes and just trust people.” 


“Okay, Theresa. This is for you,” | say softly and | close my 
eyes and take a deep breath before blowing it out slowly and 
opening my eyes again. 


And that’s when | feel the goose bumps as the light 
snowflakes find my face paired with the cool breeze and the 
feeling of the man below me holding me over seven, and 
probably approaching eight, feet in the air. 

And is the feeling ever incredible. 

| do look down and see the way he carves through the snow 
like a pro, and my body feels so supported and balanced 
that | know he’s got this covered. 


The run is straight down and he’s moving side to side as we 
go, keeping the speed down and the enjoyment level rising. 


Then he spins around in a few circles and | see downhill and 
then up and then the trees to either side. 


“Woo-hoo!” | yell, just relaxing every part of me and finally 
enjoying this gift he’s giving me. 


“Are we having fun up there?” 


“Yeah!” | yell, making sure to project my voice over the 
sound of his board cutting through the snow and the breeze. 


“Me too. Thanks to you,” he says. 


Thanks to me? What in the heck did I do to make this fun 
for him? 


And then | remember something else Theresa said. “You 
deserve to be happy, and you don’t need a reason why.” 


“She’s right,” | say softly “She’s right.” 


| see the lodge up ahead realizing we’ve only got another 
minute or so of this adventure left. We. It’s a small thing 
but my mind catches it. | didn’t say me or | when | spoke 
silently to myself, | said we as in us...as in me and him. 


| look down and swear | see a smile somewhere underneath 
that big ol’ beard. 


“We make a pretty good team,” | say. 


“Not pretty good. The best team,” he says as we approach a 
small patch of snow up ahead. 


“A bump! Bump up ahead!” | yell. 


“| know. Hold on,” he says and it takes everything in me to 
stay relaxed as we approach the bump, but we’re moving so 
fast | barely have time to process it until the sound of his 
board on the snow disappears only to be replaced by the 
whooshing sound of the air above us, to the side of us, and 
now underneath us. 


And just as quickly as it started it disappears as | hear his 
board smoothly make contact with the snow. 


“Whoa. You’re good,” | say. 


“The perfect team. What else is there to say,” he says as we 
slow as we near the lodge. 


“Say we can do this again.” 


“We can. How about right now?” he says as he starts to 
lower me from above his head. 


“Yes, Right now,” | say as he rotates my body in his hands 
and now I’m back in his arms. 


“Okay, maybe not right now, but really, really soon,” he 
Says. 


“Why not right now?” | ask as | look up at him as we’re just 
barely moving right now. 


“Because right now | need to kiss you,” he says and he lifts 
me slightly as his head moves forward and his lips come 
crashing down on mine. 


CHAPTER 8 


Cameron 
Damn it feels good to be her hero. 


At least that’s what she called me after about ten of those 
“Superwoman Slides” as she calls them. And that’s what I’m 
going to call them too. That’s going to be our name for 
when I hold her over my head like Superwoman as we slide 
down the hill... together. 


We must have looked like a bunch of goofballs out there, 
and that makes it all the better Just knowing the two of us 
were lost in our own little world not caring one single bit 
about what anyone else thought about us or what we were 
doing. And it’s because all | cared about was giving her a 
memory of a lifetime, and | got my own memory of a lifetime 
in the process. 


Just the Superwoman Slides were enough to remember 
forever, but even better was when we kissed. 


And better isn’t even close to the right word. | don’t use 
words like magical, out loud or in my mind, but in this case 
it’s completely appropriate. 


Because it’s like some sort of magic trick that she just 
appeared out of nowhere and into my life. It’s like those 
shows where you put the lady in box, close the curtain, and 
when you open it she’s gone only to appear sitting in the 
audience about a minute or two later and the people beside 
her didn’t even notice. 


But I’ve never been the audience when it comes to life. I’ve 
always been out there living it, no matter the challenges or 
the hardships Mother Nature has thrown at me. 


But now Mother Nature, or the universe, or some sort of 
divine intervention has given me the ultimate gift. 


Her. 


And | want to give her all the gifts in the world in return and 
that starts with the most important one. 


My seed. 
So she can bear the gift of our first child. 
Just the thought of it gives me goose bumps. 


| can imagine watching her belly swell over the course of 
nine months just knowing that our child is in there... living 
and growing and getting closer to joining us by the day. And 
when he or she does one day that child will join us out there 
on the slopes only to be joined by more brothers and sisters 
over time. 


This is too perfect. She’s too perfect. And I have to have her 
before | explode. 


| roll over in bed onto my side, but my cock is so long and 
hard that it feels like it’s being pushed back by the mattress 
so | have to flip back over on my back and continue staring 
at the ceiling as | continue to think about her and 
everything that happened today. 


| can’t believe the self-control | showed not bringing her 
back to my room or asking to go to hers, but she’s a lady 
and she needs to be treated like one. As much as I wanted 
to be together tonight | have to look at the big picture. | 
know this is forever and we’re going to have a long and 
incredible life together Sacrifice once now for the rest of 
our lives? | had to do it. 


No matter how much | didn’t want to. 


| wanted her in my bed all night long until we passed out 
and when we did she’d be in my arms, warm and safe. 


But that’s not for the first night. | want her to know how 
much | respect her starting on our first date. | walked her to 
her door, gave her a kiss and wished her a good night. 


Then I turned and walked away. And it was the hardest 
thing I’d ever done. 


Which explains why I’m lying here now hard as hell with no 
relief in sight. 


I’m not going to even consider attempting to pleasure 
myself right now because there would be absolutely no 
pleasure in it. 

The only pleasure would be if she were here and the two of 
us were wrapped up in the sheets...and everywhere else in 
my room for that matter. 

And that will happen...soon. Real soon. 


| wonder what she’s doing right now? 


She must be replaying our evening in her mind. If it’s 
playing on mine like a favorite song on repeat then it must 
be the same for her too, because we are truly the same even 
though we appear different on the outside... at least right 
now. 


She’s the beautiful office girl and I’m the feral mountain 
man. We couldn’t be more different, but inside we couldn’t 
be more alike. 


And inside is what matters most. 


And inside her is where I’m going to plant my seed, but 
there’s something else | need to do first. 


CHAPTER 9 


Camila 


| caught the slightest glimpse of sadness and anger as he 
stepped away from my door tonight. 


And I swear | heard him growl like a wild animal as he 
walked down that hall. 


And that’s how | know it was just as hard for him to walk 
away as it was for me to not grab him by the shirt collar and 
yank him into my room and jump on top of him and ride him 
all night long. 

Damn, | wanted that so bad. 

But somehow he had enough self-control for the both of us. 


But next time | Know he won’t and neither will l. 


Next time | want to do everything I’ve ever dreamed of 
doing with the man of my dreams. 


And after that fantasy that played out tonight | know 
without a doubt that he is certainly that...the man of my 
dreams. 


He has it all. 


The patience and wisdom of an older man? Check. 


The listening qualities of the world’s best conversationalist? 
Check. 


The muscles, the brawn, and even the power and athleticism 
to lift me over his head and let me fly through the night 
Sky? Check. 


The brains to make a fortune and then build such an 
incredible resort and hotel? Check. 


| finally figured out the last part. | was wondering if he 
might be the manager or something the way he had access 
to everything he wanted and the way the employees spoke 
with him. There was a chance he was just a VIP guest and 
was able to get that “M-I-N-E” in the snow because of that, 
but then | discovered the truth. 


As | lie in bed trying to fall asleep, and failing miserably, | 
reached for the resort guide book which had a small picture 
of him inside. 


Not only does he own the place, but he built it...and partly 
with his own two hands. 


And he included his picture so guests could identify him and 
approach him at any time with suggestions, praise, or even 
complaints. There was even a well-written piece by him that 
accompanied his picture. In it he mentioned how “We’re in 
this together and together is how we can provide the 
ultimate winter holiday experience.” 


And he’s right, but not just about providing guests with a 
good time. 


I’m thinking about how he and | are in this together and how 
this guest wants to become a permanent resident... of this 


beautiful country and this beautiful place 


Everyone l’ve met is just so darn friendly and humble, even 
him once you get to know him a bit. He just goes about 
things in a different way... very different. 


And that’s what makes him special. 


I'd love nothing more than to be surrounded by people as 
friendly as the ones here in Canada despite the cold 
weather. 


Because | know | won’t be cold with him by my side, 
especially in his bed. 


Just the size of his manliness...good grief That thing is 
going to take some getting used to, but am I ever up for the 
challenge and am | ever lucky. 


He’s hung beyond belief and he sure better believe I’m 
going to jump his bones tomorrow if he doesn’t take me first. 


He did say | was his after all. 
Now it’s time to prove it, because that’s exactly what | want. 


And even though | wish that was happening right here and 
now, deep down inside I’m glad he walked away tonight. I’m 
glad he showed me that level of respect, because tomorrow 
we'll show each other a whole nother level of respect. 


The kind where we share each other’s bodies, pleasing the 
other all night long because nothing will make us happier 
than to see the other completely satisfied...and completely 
spent. 


And there’s one thing that | know will satisfy me most, even 
as Crazy as it sounds. 


Having his child. 


And then having another...and another...and another... 
and... 


CHAPTER 10 


Cameron 
The next evening 
“What’s next?” she says as she wraps her arms around mine. 


“You haven’t gotten sick of me yet?” | say as | lean in and we 
kiss. We're well into the hundreds of kisses today, but it’s 
still not enough. | want her soft, subtle lips pressed against 
mine all the time and we’re getting closer by the minute to 
taking our intimacy to the next level. 


“Not even close,” she says. “The only thing that would make 
me sick is if | lost you.” 


“Well then you can count on being healthy forever, because 
that’s one thing you'll never have to worry about.” 


We kiss again as we walk through the Blackcomb Mountain 
Rendezvous Lodge. 


Today has been absolutely unreal. We met as soon as we 
both woke up, which actually was pretty late because 
neither of us got a single bit of shut eye until after the sun 
was already up. 


| didn’t have to ask her why nor did she have to ask me. We 
both knew the reason. Each other 


After a quick breakfast and coffee at the lodge we headed to 
the Audain Art Museum, followed by a trip to a private hot 


tub overlooking the valley, and then had his and hers 
massages. 


| was so damn tempted to throw out the masseuses and give 
her that massage myself. | could feel my fingertips pulsing 
while | was getting my back worked on knowing she was just 
inches from me on a separate table being worked on by a 
woman. 


| made sure of that. 


At first they brought out a man for her and I sent him back 
right away. No way another man is touching my woman. 

Not now and not ever, even if it’s for professional purposes. 
We're still only human after all and | Know no man could 
resist the temptation after putting his hands on her Hell, | 
can barely stand up straight when I’m around her. I get light 
headed just thinking all the thoughts about the things we 
can do, not to mention my desire for her is so long and hard | 
swear it’s throwing me off balance. 


Now | know why they call it a hard on...because there’s no 
off switch when it comes to my desire for her I’ve been 
trying to keep my erection discreet all day long, and I’m 
failing miserably. 


After the massage we had a light meal and now it’s time for 
what | want most. The one thing I’ve been thinking about all 
day. The plan I put into motion early this morning and 
according to the text message | checked earlier when she 
slid out to use the lady’s room we're all set. 


And what’s next is going to be next level and mind blowing, 
in every way possible. 


CHAPTER 11 


Camila 


“Oh my. What is this?” | say looking at the huge thing in 
front of me. 


“This is the peak to peak gondola. It connects Blackcomb 
Mountain’s Rendezvous Lodge, where we are now, with 
Whistler Mountain’s Roudhouse Lodge. 


“It’s huge,” | say, and | know | will be having that thought 
again before the day is through. 


“There are twenty-eight of these gondola cabins and they 
each hold twenty-eight passengers. This is the first gondola 
to join two side by side mountains, and at its highest point 
above ground of one thousand four hundred and thirty feet 
it’s the highest gondola in the world.” 


“| bet the views from up there are incredible,” | say. 


“I like my view even better,” he says and I turn and see he’s 
looking at me. 


“Awww,” | say and | squeeze his arm tight as we kiss. “Too 
bad the sign says it closed at five. It would have been nice 
to check it out. Maybe tomorrow, eh?” 


“Since we’re here | was thinking we should try it right now.” 


“But it’s closed.” 


“For the public it’s closed,” he says. He lifts the rope barrier 
that is about ten feet from it and motions for me to go 
underneath. 

“| don’t think we should. And it won’t move anyways,” | say. 
“Let’s give it a try,” he says and then he gives me a wink. 
“You never know what might happen, especially when I have 
my good luck charm with me.” 

“Your good luck charm?” 

“Always.” 


“We going to the Casino Niagara next?” 


“We can do that tomorrow if you'd like, or maybe the day 
after.” 


Is he serious right now? Niagara Falls for a day trip? 


| slide under the rope and he quickly follows before passing 
me and reaching the gondola doors which he opens. 


“Are we going to get in trouble?” 
“We'll be okay. Trust me.” 


My eyes move from him to inside the gondola and | step 
inside and immediately freeze at what | see. 


A few seconds later | feel my body moving and realize it’s 
the gondola. 


Oh my god, is this really about to happen? 


CHAPTER 12 


Camila 


Inside the gondola, or sky lift as it’s called, is a gigantic 
cherry wood bed. 


And spaced throughout the gondola are candles and there’s 
even a table with a bottle of something on ice. It looks like 
champagne. 

“How in the world did you...?” 

“Just tell me you’re surprised.” 


“Surprised? | am absolutely blown away But..?” 


“I know what you're thinking. It takes eleven minutes until 
it reaches the other side.” 


“Eleven minutes?” 


“But it’s after hours so it might not run on schedule you 
know.” 


| take a step forward and realize the bottom is glass. “Oh 
jeez. | thought | was about to fall through.” 


“The only thing you'll ever fall into is my arms,” he says as 
he wraps me up from behind, but my body doesn’t respond. 


It’s not that it doesn’t want to, it’s just that I’m still in 
complete shock. 


How in the world did he get the gondola to run just for him, 
let alone get a bed inside of it? 


“Do they all have glass bottoms?” 
“Just two of them, like us.” 
“Like us?” 


“Like us.” He pauses. “At the end of the day we're both 
fragile people in some ways. You because of what you told 
me last night at dinner about being orphaned and well...me 
too. | never really realized it, but my decisions were to 
always be so solitary in everything that I did. | always 
thought that it made me stronger, and | still do, but in some 
ways | can see the fragility of my decisions.” 


“| don’t understand.” 


“| didn’t want to be around people. | avoided it as much as | 
could because I had a rough upbringing as well. It made me 
pull back and be my own man. In a lot of ways it was a 
strength, but it started out from a position of fragility But 
now... because of you...! can pull from that strength and 
resilience I’ve built up over the course of my thirty-five years 
here on earth and realized | can put myself out there when it 
comes to having a relationship. But that’s only because of 
you. It’s you or it’s no one. I’m not trying to sound like a 
self-help book here, but you make me want to do more 
things in places where people congregate. Going to Niagara 
Falls for instance. | never would have done that by myself 
But now there are so many places | want to see...all the 
famous ones where people from all over the world visit, and | 
want to visit them with you. You’re bringing me out of my 
Shell slowly but surely.” 


“| don’t know what to say. That’s beautiful.” 
“You're beautiful and there’s only one thing to say. Say yes.” 
“Yes to what?” 


“To this,” he says as he pulls a small black box from his 
pocket and takes a knee. 


He opens the box and | see a huge diamond sparkling in the 
moonlight. 


| feel a chill run through my body and then suddenly I’m 
burning up from the heat as goose bumps come and then go 
almost as quickly as my hands move to my face. 


“Oh my god.” 


“Beautiful, in the next minute we'll reach the highest peak 
that this sky lift can take us. But for me that’s not high 
enough. | want to go all the way. _ | want my head in the 
clouds twenty-four seven and the only way that’s 
happening, the only way | can go any higher in this crazy 
thing called life, is with you.” 


| feel a tear forming in the corner of my eye. 


“I know we haven’t known each other long but what I do 
know is that | need you in my life forever, and | know those 
feelings are going to be the same always. As intense as my 
attraction to and for you is right now it will only get stronger, 
even though my direct ways might make that seem nearly 
impossible. But believe me it is.” 


“| believe you,” | mouth softly. 


“Because once you have our first child l'Il be the proudest 
papa on this entire planet. Our child. A life born from the 
both of us. Our own little perfect creation. And once | see 
that first child the intensity will only increase and l'Il want 
another and another and another.” 


| nod. 


“Sol ask you...if the plan | have laid out for us sounds like 
the best thing you’ve ever heard then | want to put this plan 
into place immediately with you. | told you you were mine 
when | first met you, and now here! am ready for the entire 
world to know. All you have to do is say yes. Will you be my 
better half? Will you be my partner in life forever and 
always, because that’s how long I’m going to be loving 
you...now and until the end of time and even beyond. Will 
you marry me?” 


Suddenly the gondola stops and | realize it must mean we've 
reached the peak, and what perfect timing because my life 
has just peaked as well. 


And just like him, the only way | can go higher is with him... 
together. 


| start nodding. “Yes. | want you. | need you. | need...us. 
And | love you.” 


He removes the ring from the box and carefully slides it on 
my finger. | just stare at it | can’t believe how big it is and 
what it’s doing on my hand. 


But most importantly | can’t believe how lucky I am. | came 
here to get away from it all and maybe if I’m being honest to 
find a bit of myself that was lost somewhere along the way. 


Well, | sure found that and a whole lot more when | found my 
soulmate. Him. My love forever. 


He stands and then leans forward as he holds my hand with 
the ring in both of his hands. 


My eyes close as our two lips meet and | swear | feel his 
energy pass from his lips to mine as we’re now one for the 
entire world to know. 


He scoops me up in his arms and | know what’s going to 
happen next. 


We're going to become one in another way. 


The way I’ve waited for my entire life. 


CHAPTER 13 


Cameron 


Hearing her say “yes” opens a floodgate of emotions I’ve 
never felt before. 


Now it’s official. She is mine and I am hers. Forever 


| always knew she’d be mine but there’s just something 
about hearing her say yes that ratchets my need up toa 
new level that | didn’t even know existed. 


| lay her down on the bed and slowly take off my jacket as | 
look at her there on the comforter and she quickly removes 
her jacket too. 


It’s warm in here as I’ve had some heaters put in in the 
corners. They’re not visible to the naked eye but they’re 
doing a great job of keeping us warm, not that we’re going 
to need much help in that department. 


| place my jacket on the floor and look down as | do, seeing 
the valley nearly fifteen hundred feet below me. The wow 
factor of all of this is just mind boggling, and the most 
incredible part is that we just got engaged, not the fact that 
we're about to be the first people to make love in this record 
breaking gondola. 


And yes, making love is what we're going to do, even though 
right now I don’t know how I’m going to be able to control 
myself 


A big part of me wants to just grab her and have my way 
with her, claiming her as quickly as possible so that | can 
feel her skin on mine as I enter her and fill her with my seed. 


But another part of me knows this is a once in a lifetime 
moment in more ways than one and | want to savor every 
moment of it and to do that | need to savor the taste of her. 


To run my hands over every part of her body and then my 
lips as | kiss her from head to toe and back up again, making 
sure to linger in the middle as | taste her sweetness. 


| slide off my boots and then unbuckle my pants, watching 
her get undressed at the same time making my cock twitch 
in my boxers as she gets closer to revealing skin until finally 
she moves her hips side to side as she wiggles out of her 
pants showing me those powerful thighs all the way up to 
the point where they connect to her torso. 


| pull my T-shirt up and over my head and watch as she 
slowly begins to do the same with her white form-fitting 
Spaghetti strap top. 


| watch expecting to see a white bra underneath so | can tell 
her that’s the last piece of clothing she'll remove and that I'll 
take it from here, but apparently that top has some sort of 
bra thing built in because the moment she pulls it to the 
point where it clears her breasts they bounce out the bottom 
freed of the white cotton and exposed for my eyes only. 


“Damn, your body is perfect,” | say. 
“| don’t think so,” she says. 


“You may not think so, but | know so. And I’m going to show 
you just how perfect it is right now,” | say taking two steps 


towards her and taking her by the waist as | put her flat on 
her back on the bed and mount her causing my cock to rub 
against the inside of her thighs as her knees are raised and 
her feet flat on the bed. 


“| knew you were huge,” she says reaching for my dick and 
grabbing it with one hand, the cotton the only thing 
separating her skin from mine. Then she brings up her other 
hand and grabs more of the shaft. “Both my hands barely 
cover half of it.” 


“Because of you. I’ve never been so hard in my entire life. 
It’s a sign. My body wants to claim you.” 


“And mine wants you to claim me. I’m drenched,” she says 
and my eyes move toward her panties and | see the 
transparency of her panties which are soaked clean 
through. Even in the moonlight and the candlelight | can 
see her desire. It’s that strong. 


And mine easily matches it as a growl comes from my throat 
even though my mouth is closed as | move in to kiss her 
neck just below and behind her ear. 


“Oh yeah. Right there,” she says as her head rolls on the 
pillow and her shoulder pulls down fully exposing her neck 
for me. 


And | don’t waste one second in taking in more of it as my 
lips move down her neck as my hand slides up from behind 
her, my middle finger right on her spine as my other fingers 
curl and flex as my hand wants to take her in fully and 
possess her. Just to hold all of her in my hand knowing that 
all of her is mine. Just wanting to squeeze her tight, but 
never hurt her. 


My hand continues sliding up until | find the base of her 
neck and then my wrist pivots and | grab her neck from 
behind as | kiss up the side of it until | reach her ear and my 
mouth comes free of her neck and gently nibbles her lobe. 


“Uhhh,” comes from her lips as | growl again and my body 
slides forward dragging the skin of my torso along hers 
creating more heat between us. 


My other hand reaches around and takes a hold of her ass 
squeezing hard and then releasing before | send my hand 
down the back of her panties and squeeze again, but this 
time it’s the skin of my palm against the skin of her globes 
and that skin to skin contact makes all the difference. 


“Take ‘em off,” she moans but I don’t need to be told as | was 
already on my way as my hand turns over underneath her 
underwear grabbing them and yanking them down as her 
feet dig into the mattress and she lifts her ass so | can free 
her of the last piece of clothing she has on. 


| slide off her and my feet find the glass bottom of the 
gondola as | slowly pull off her panties watching her pussy 
expose itself to me. 


She’s more drenched than I could have imagined and | know 
the pre-come on the tip of my cock is doing the same to my 
underwear. 


The second | have her legs out of the panties | toss them to 
the side and jerk down my own underwear sending my cock 
springing free like a diving board as it clears the elastic 
waistband. 


But unlike a diving board it doesn’t stick straight out. It 
stick straight up and it’s so damn hard and there is so much 


pressure in my balls already, which | can feel have already 
pulled up and are ready to fill her with my baby making 
juices. 


| feel my cock twitch against my skin and realize the head of 
my member is well above belly button height. | have to look 
down to believe it. 


Yeah, I’ve never been so hard in my entire life. How am | 
even going to be able to bend that rod forward to get it 
inside her? That’s how damn hard I am right now, but | can’t 
come...not yet. 

Nor do I want to. 


Because | see that juicy pussy staring right at me and | 
there’s only one thing | can think of doing... licking it clean. 


And swallowing every last drop of her sweetness. 


CHAPTER 14 


Camila 


| see the hunger in his eyes as he stares at my sex and | 
know what’s coming next. 


I’m slightly embarrassed at how wet | am and the mess I’m 
making on this beautiful bed, but I’m more turned on at the 
sight of how turned on he is for me. 


How hungry he is for me. 


| bring my hands up to my knees and spread them out wide, 
and in doing so my line of sight shifts from his face to my 
hand. 


The one with the huge diamond engagement ring on it. 
How in the world is this all happening so fast? 


If you had told me the night before | left for this vacation I’d 
be engaged in forty-eight hours | would have said you were 
completely insane. 


| still can’t believe | waited this long... twenty-three years to 
give myself to some one, which is an eternity in this day and 
age of easy sex thanks to Tinder and other “dating” apps. 
But most of them are just cheap hookup apps, and although 
| truly believe to each her own, it was never my thing. 


| wanted that special connection. | want a special man who 
only wants me. 


And | found him here north of the border. 


And right on cue his head dives south of the border and he 
kisses me right in the middle of my folds sending my head 
rolling back and my ass flexing sending my pussy up to 
meet his lips. 


Suddenly | feel each of his hands take each of my globes as 
he cradles my ass like a bowl that he’s going to tip forward 
and drink from when the moment is right. 


And that moment is already close, especially if he keeps 
doing what he’s doing when he curls his tongue sending the 
tip in-between my folds parting them and then dragging it’s 
way up to my throbbing clit which he flicks before blowing 
on it giving it the ultimate forward and back. 


“Oh my god,” | moan. 


| shoot my head forward and look through my legs quickly, 
watching his dedication and the intensity in his eyes as he 
stares down my sex before one of his hands releases from 
my ass and presses against the lower part of my pussy 
before sliding inside me, opening me for the first time in my 
life. 


“Oh yeah! Oh yeah!” | say in a voice that’s so high it’s 
barely human. 


| feel his two fingers turn over inside me like his wrist is a 
screwdriver and his fingers are the screw. 


Then they slide into my tightness just a bit more and he 
connects with my spot just as he takes my clit in between 
his lips and rolls it around in his mouth. 


| practically lose consciousness as my forearms stiffen and 
rise up off the bed and my mouth hangs open wide. 


| forget to breathe, holding my breath and holding every 
muscle in my body flexed as his tongue and fingers hold me 
spellbound. 


| feel his fingers make a come hither motion and my hips roll 
at an angle as his thumb comes up to the one o'clock 
position if my pussy was atime telling device. 


But | lost track of time long ago, and that one o’clock 
position is the perfect time, the only one I need to know, and 
the perfect time to unleash years of pent up repressed 
sexual desire that hit a fever pitch when | met him. 


And my ass flexes again pushing my sex harder into the 
meeting of my middle and his mouth and | feel the inside of 
my thighs start to wobble and then both my legs come 
crashing towards the other pinning his face in my middle as 
| feel a tidal wave rush through just before a typhoon 
unleashes from me sending my head spinning as | climax 
into his mouth. 


| feel my hips rattle and buck wildly and then | come again 
and then almost as suddenly as it started my muscles relax 
and my thighs lock on the sides of his head disappears as 
my knees fall all the way to the sides, finding the sheets. 


| hear a slurping sound and realize my soup bowl analogy 
wasn’t far off at all. And when | feel my hips tilt and my 
pelvis move forward and down | know that it wasn’t an 
analogy at all. 


“You taste like the sweetest fruit in the world. One that only 
exists for my pleasure and my pleasure only” he says. 


Part of me is shocked and another part of me is so turned on 
by his words | want to come on his face again just so | can 
watch him devour my juices again. 

But when I look through my legs | see the hunger in his eyes 
and know that even though he’s drank every drop | had for 
him that that was just the warm up. 

Now he’s ready to take his meal. 


And his meal is me. 


CHAPTER 15 


Cameron 


| have to find a way to make her come on command so! can 
Save up her juices and drink them whenever I want. 


| swear to god they taste like nothing on this earth and they 
make me feel powerful. | feel like | could move these 
gigantic mountains on either side of us right now. 


And | would if it meant | could taste her all the time. 
But | know that’s not possible. And not from a lack of want. 


| Know I’d never be able to bottle up her sweet stream 
because each time | tasted it I’d have to have it all. 


And now | have to have all of her. 
To take her and make her mine in the flesh. 


| slide up over the top of her realizing my body is so much 
bigger and wider than hers that she completely disappears 
underneath me. From overhead she would be invisible, and 
that’s better because the only one who will ever see this 
amazing body of hers is me. 


| stare down at her one last time before she becomes mine. 
One last time before | impregnate her so we can get started 
on our family a.s.a. p. 


I won’t wait to have children with her, and | won’t wait to 
have her any longer either. 


“You look like some warrior or Viking from years gone by. 
You look like you’ve come to conquer a new land.” 


“I’ve come to conquer you, just as | Know you'll conquer me. 
| Know you’re going to bring me to my knees when your 
pussy latches on and milks me for every last drop until | 
have no more and | collapse on top of you.” 

“| want that,” she says. 


“And | need it.” 


| grab my shaft with one hand and slide my other hand 
underneath her back, bringing her up so she’s facing me. 


| stare into her eyes and | swear | can see her soul, and 
inside her soul | see us. Forever 


“Are you ready for me?” 

“I'm ready.” 

“Then it’s time to have me and for me to have you.” 

And with that | release my hand from my shaft and allow her 
to slide onto my rod as my dick enters her for the first time 
and | kiss her hard on the mouth. 

“Uhhh,” | moan as my lips release from hers and my head 


falls back so far | can see the back of the gondola behind 
me. 


But just as quickly as | lost it when | felt her sweet warmth 
surround me, my head comes snapping forward and | kiss 

her again, grabbing her by the hips and raising her up and 
then lowering her back down on my pole. 


“Is that okay?” 
“You're big,” she says. 
“| promise l'Il never put it all in until your ready.” 


“I'll be ready soon. This feels too amazing and | know | want 
to take more and more of you until I’ve got all of you inside 
me.” 


“And you will,” | say my hands move her up and down being 
careful to read her facial expressions for any sign of pain, 
but none appear. 


I’m going as slow as I can and | can feel every single part of 
her insides open each time I enter her She’s so damn tight | 
swear | could come right now if | wasn’t so focused on her. 
And not just her comfort, which is most important, but also 
the expressions on her face and the knowledge that I’m the 
one that’s causing them. 


Watching her experience pure joy brings me closer to 
finishing. When I had my mouth on her pussy | couldn’t see 
how much it was affecting her... could only hear and feel as 
| tasted and smelled her sweetness. 


But now | can watch. 
| always knew I was a visual person, but being able to see 


what | do to her, how | please her, takes my visual abilities to 
a new level. My perception is heightened, even in the low 


light, probably because I’m so focused on pleasing her which 
in turn pleases me to the point I’m ready to explode at any 
second. 


But I’m still holding on. 


My balls are already high and tight and my cock feels as stiff 
as a metal pole as | move her up and down on it. It had to 
be this way, with my raging erection pointing skyward. 
There was no way we’d be able to claim each other for the 
first time in any other position. 


| feel a rush of blood to my head and | feel her hands shoot 
around me grabbing me by the neck as she starts to move 
her hips more aggressively, and | look down seeing her 
engorged clit getting rubbed in rhythm as she grinds it 
against me. 


“Right there,” she says. “Oh my god.” 


Suddenly her rhythm turns frantic and her grip on me goes 
from fingertips to nails as she latches on and rides me like a 
woman possessed. 


But when | feel my cock pull back slightly | know I’m the one 
about to possess her and right on cue it thrusts forward out 
of my control and I unleash my thick, warm gift inside her. 


“Oh yeah,” | moan. 


“I’m coming!” she calls out and | feel my dick getting rained 
on by her feminine flood as a downpour covers my cock 
sending me into another involuntary spasm and another 
release as | flex my ass muscles which brings my hips up 
and forward even more burying my seed even deeper inside 
her. 


Suddenly our bodies still and the only sound is panting for 
air, trying to catch our breaths through our mouths as our 
chests heave forward as we both lean into each other trying 
not to collapse. 

But it’s no use, and as the bigger one my weight carries us 
onto her back with me on top and my cock still buried 
inside. 

“Am | smothering you?” 

“I like the feeling of your weight on top of me.” 

“You sure it’s not too much?” 

“Never. | want to feel this every night for the rest of my life.” 
“Don’t’ forget morning and noon too.” 

Suddenly we both burst out in laughter 

“And every other hour of the day.” 


“And every other hour of the day,” | repeat. “For the rest of 
our lives.” 


“For the rest of our lives,” she says. “My fiancé.” 
“My fiancée,” | say. 
“That has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?” 


“It does. But it will be even better once | put that next ring 
on your finger.” 


“And make me your wife.” 

“Because you gave me a life. A real reason to live and that’s 
because of you, and because of what’s in here,” | say sliding 
my hand in between us and placing it on her stomach. 
“Lunch?” she jokes. 

“Very funny.” 

“You really think I’m pregnant? First time.” 

“I know you’re pregnant.” 

“How could you know?” 

“The same way | knew you'd be mine.” 

She says nothing. 

“And look at us now.” 

“Look at us now,” she says and slides her hand in-between 
us placing it underneath mine. “And by us I mean the three 


of us.” 


| kiss her on the lips and everything is absolutely as perfect 
as it possibly could be. 


Thanks to her. Thanks to us. 


The three of us. 


CHAPTER 16 


Camila 


“If he says anything that’s not supportive I’m going to jump 
in on the call.” 


“It’s okay,” I say. “My boss will understand.” 
But in my mind | know there’s a good chance he won't. 


The phone rings and he picks up. After a bit of small talk | 
let him know I'd like to tender my resignation, but I’m more 
than willing to continue working remotely until they find a 
replacement. | can even help train whoever they find to 
replace me. 


“You're quitting and you don’t even have the decency to 
come back?” 


“Mitch,” | plead, but it’s too late 


Cameron picks up the other phone that’s right next to mine. 
It’s a shared line, and I can tell by the look on his face he’s 
about to share a part of his mind with my boss. 


And it’s a part that he’s going to learn really quickly that he 
wants no part of. 


“Listen up, Mitch. Camila doesn’t owe you anything. She’s 
offered to help you out during the transition so your only 
answers are ‘no thank you, we’ve got this covered and | wish 


you the best,’ or “thank you, that would be great.’ So what’s 
it gonna be?” 


“Who are you?” 


“I’m your worst fucking nightmare if you don’t provide one 
of those two answers right now.” 


So much for getting a reference from Mitch. 


But then again | don’t really care. | won’t be working for him 
or anyone anywhere near him ever again. Heck, | won’t 
even be in the same country anytime soon, let alone the 
Same zip code. Plus | never really appreciated the way he 
worked us to the bone and never even considered giving us 
a thank you or even a pat on the back. Imagine that? 
Cameron seeing him put a hand on me, even in a positive 
way. 


And that’s exactly where my imagination is headed right 
now. Sometimes | feel like as a woman it’s in my nature to 
just be courteous and not rock the boat, especially when it 
comes to collecting a paycheck. 


But Cameron is the complete opposite and if Mitch knows 
what’s good for him he'll recognize the deep notes of 
Cameron’s voice and the resonance of his words and quickly 
come to the conclusion that Cameron doesn’t make 
statements he doesn’t plan on backing up. 


“| think we’ve got this covered,” Mitch says. 


“Good. Have a nice day,” Cameron says and hangs up. | 

already told him I’d received my last direct deposit and my 
holiday pay had hit this morning. In other words if | quit on 
the spot then the company and | would be perfectly square. 


And that’s exactly what happened. Kind of 


Technically Cameron quit me on the spot, if that makes 
sense. 


But we’re a team now and | don’t mind him speaking for me. 
It’s not that I’m a pushover or anything like that, it’s just 
that things are so much easier when people see Cameron 
compared to when they see me. 


And | have to admit it’s pretty darn nice to know that from 
now on I don’t have to fight battles on my own. I’ve gota 
big strong man with the brains to match in my corner 
forever and always, and that gives me the peace of mind 
that life is going to be a lot easier going forward if | reach a 
point where I have to ask Cameron to give someone a piece 
of his mind. 


“So that’s taken care of,” Cameron says. “Now onto the 
tough questions.” 


“Such as?” 

“Scrambled or sunny side up?” 

“Oh, that is a tough one,” | say as | cuddle next to him in 
bed in his room at the resort. We look through the menu 
and decide there’s no point in compromising our happiness. 
We agree to have both. 


“I still can’t believe it,” | say. 


“That you’re engaged?” 


“That too,” | say. 


“That we made love in the world’s most incredible glass 
bottom gondola nearly fifteen hundred feet in the air.” 


“That too,” | say. 


“That you came for a vacation and now you’re never going 
home?” 


“That’s it, but not quite right.” 

“Because your home is with me now,” he says. 

“That’s it exactly Or then again should I say that you made 
me realize | never really had a home. | just had a box, 
commonly known as an apartment, where | slept, ate and 
sometimes watched a few movies and TV shows.” 

“Not anymore.” 

“Not anymore,” | say as | give him a big kiss. 

“Because I’m going to make your life so incredible going 
forward that it will be exciting enough to be a movie in its 
own right.” 

“Come on.” 


“I'm serious. Just you watch.” 


“How can I watch when I plan on having my eyes on you all 
the time, my sexy mountain man?” 


“Right where they belong,” he says. 


“And I’m right where I belong,” | say. “You sure you don’t 
mind sending those moving guys to pick up all my things?” 


“Of course not. And from what you told me it’s not like you 
had a lot.” 


“I know, but we could run down there and just grab my stuff 
real quick.” 


“There are a lot of other places we can run to real quick.” 
“Like Niagara Falls,” | say. 


“For starters. Or Victoria Falls. Or Iguazu Falls. Or Yosemite 
Falls. Or Angel Falls.” 


“Or falling in love all over again every minute of every day.” 
“So Angel Falls it is then?” 

“Why Angel Falls?” 

“Because you’re my angel, angel.” 

“Awww,” | say and give him another kiss. 

There’s a knock on the door followed by a man’s voice 
announcing “room service.” Wow, that was fast. Almost as 
fast as how quickly Cameron’s out of bed and on his way to 
the door, which gives me the perfect view of that tight tushy 


of his. 


| could look at this manly man all day and night and still 
never get enough. 


Cameron slips on his robe and | hear the door open, and the 
irony is fitting. 


Coming up here to Canada and meeting him opened not 
only a new door for me...not only a new chapter... but an 
entirely new story. 


One that started the moment he told me I was his and one 
that will continue on forever. 


After all these years I’ve finally learned to trust and to love, 
and it’s all because of him. 


Because he’s the first one | trusted with my heart, and | love 
him because | know how much he values that and how 
seriously he takes it. 

And we're seriously so in love already it’s almost scary. As 
scary as the possessive Canadian that frightens off any man 
who even thinks he might have a shot to make me his. 

Sorry boys, I’m taken. He’s mine and I’m his. 


Forever and ever 


EPILOGUE 


Camila 
Five years later 


“You can’t give mommy a Superman,” our four-year-old son 
Camden says. 


“That’s right,” Cameron says. “That’s why | give hera 
Superwoman.” 


| smile thinking back to that first time he lifted me up over 
his head and snowboarded with me down the hill. It was 
frightening and exhilarating at the same time 


“Can you give me a Superwoman while you give mommy a 
Superwoman?” our two-year-old Camille asks. 


“How about I give mommy an upside down Superwoman and 
she can hold you up and give you a Superwoman too?” 


“Okay,” Camille says. 


“Well, our children certainly aren’t going to have trust 
issues,” | joke, but not exactly. 


“You ready to go stacked three high?” 
“Cameron, you know | trust you, but is this safe?” 


“Don’t worry... l’'ve got an idea.” 


“You've always got an idea, and that’s one of the many 
reasons why | love you.” 


He gives me a quick kiss and | feel his hand on my behind as 
he squeezes hard making sure to get some of my actual butt 
and not just all the insulated fabric that it takes to stay 
warm out on the slopes. 


“Okay. Ready everybody?” 
“Ready, dad!” Camden and Camille say in unison. 


“Okay, we’re going to do a modified Superwoman and 
Superman today. Is that okay with everybody?” he asks with 
tremendous enthusiasm. | have to admit it’s cute and | love 
watching him get the kids fired up by getting so involved 
with them. He really knows how to connect with them and 
talk to them like kids when the time comes, but be a father 
the rest of the time. He’s a man and he’s comfortable in that 
and he’s more than happy to do what it takes to raise our 
kids right... but still have fun in the process. 


“Okay. l'Il be right back.” 


Cameron ducks behind a tree and | wonder what in the heck 
IS going on. “Cameron?” 


Suddenly he comes bursting out from behind the tree. 
“Catch me if you can!” he yells and the kids take off running 
after him. “You too, mom!” he says giving me a wink. 


He’s carrying a big inflated inner tube which makes me feel 
a whole lot better already. | couldn’t imagine going three 
high but if | have any clue what he’s up to, and I think | do, 
then | like this plan a whole lot better. 


We chase him around for a good thirty seconds before he 
gets in-between all of us and puts the inner tube on the 
snow. 

“Okay, everybody pile on top of ol’ dad!” 
take off running towards him. 


he says and we 


I’m the first one there and | flop down right on top of him. 
“Oh sorry! | must be heavy.” 


“Are you kidding? | barely even noticed,” he says. He sure 
knows how to make me feel light as a feather and as 
beautiful as a bird in flight. 


Suddenly | feel Camden and Camille pile on top of the tube 
and it’s just enough weight to send us down the small 
“bunny” hill. 


“Arms out like Superman and Superwoman everybody!” 
Cameron yells and the kids happily comply. 


But the kids aren't the only one. I’m just as caught up in the 
fun as they are and | stick my arms out to the side just as 
the inner tube starts rotating and suddenly we’re spinning in 
a circle as we go down the hill. 


“Whoa!” we all call out at once just before we hit a small 
bump and we all go flying. 


“Superman doesn’t crash, dad,” Camden says straightening 
his winter hat and picking up his glove which came off in the 
crash. 


“There was some kryptonite back there in the snow _Didn’t 
you see it?” 


“That wasn’t kryptonite. That was dog pee.” 


“Ewww,” Camille says. When she piled on top of the inner 
tube | made sure to get a good grip on her so when we 
“crashed” nothing happened to her. It wasn’t really a crash 
anyways. Cameron would never allow our family to 
experience anything bad like that, but he would do it 
intentionally on a super tiny hill with hardly any slope. 


And I have to admit it was super cute. 
And | also happen to know he did it right where the camera 
takes your picture. He knew what he was doing all along. 


He was recording a family memory. 


“Gonna play that one back when the kids start dating?” | 
ask. 


“You really can read my mind,” he says. 

“Which ones?” 

“Mind or kids?” 

“Kids. You have more than one mind?” 

“Well, there’s the one that’s always focused on you and our 
family and keeping us safe. And there’s the other one that’s 
always a step ahead planning our next adventure, so yeah, 
I'd say I’ve got two. Or maybe a couple half minds that add 
up to one.” 


“Or maybe you're just out of your mind,” | say. 


“| sure am when it comes to you.” 


We give each other a kiss and | can’t help but think that | 
hope the cameras are catching this too, because | don’t want 
to miss a thing when it comes to us. 


And he was right about us. | did get pregnant that first 
night, and | can’t wait until Camden is old enough to tell him 
he was conceived inside that famous gondola. 


But that’s going to be a long time until then, and at least a 
couple more kids. 


| wanted to take a quick break after the first two so we could 
really enjoy them when they were babies. But now they’re 
two and four and they'll be three and five by the time I can 
deliver again. That sounds about right. The oldest one will 
be starting kindergarten so that means it’s time for another. 


I’m not sure that that makes any sense, but that doesn’t 
matter Love doesn’t have to be logical, that’s why it’s love. 


And | love the family of four we’ve got right now and | can’t 
wait until it’s a family of five...and then six...and then who 
knows? 

“Mom, can we do that again?” Camden asks. 

“And then get some hot chocolate?” Camille asks. 

“Yes,” | say. 


“And yes,” Cameron says. 


| love how we're always in agreement and how we can 
practically finish each other's sentences. 


We may be twelve years apart in age and from totally 
different countries, but at the end of the day we’re the same. 


And we're meant for each other. 


And | thank my lucky stars that | took that Canadian 
vacation and the man of my dreams made me his 
immediately. 


And when the kids fall asleep tonight we’re immediately 
going to get to work on making our third child, and by work | 
mean being satisfied before, during, and after the act and 
then again nine months later. 


| can hardly wait to experience all four feelings of euphoria. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Cameron 
Five more years later 


“And this is where he wrote The Old Man and the Sea and 
much of For Whom The Bell Tolls,” the tour guide at Ernest 
Hemingway’s Havana, Cuba home known as Finca Vigía. 


| watch as Camila’s eyes light up and to a certain extend the 
kids too. 


Camila loves to read, especially to the kids at night, and | 

know how much we all wanted this vacation down here in 

Cuba. It’s the perfect way to celebrate our ninth wedding 
anniversary...and the upcoming birth of our fifth child in a 
couple months. 


As Canadians we've been able to come to Cuba for years, 
even though American citizens were forbidden. I’m nota 
political person at all, or anything like that, but all | know is 
that it’s a beautiful country down here with beautiful people. 


And then | think of Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea 
and remember the night Camila first read it to the kids. It 
was the first time I’d heard the story about a man who had 
had a string of bad luck only to find success and then bad 
luck again. 


In the story the older man, Santiago, tells a younger person, 
Manolin, how a string of bad luck will end and then that 


happens. 

And that’s what happened with my life. | met my wife, who 
is younger than me by a dozen years, and | told her she 
would be mine. 


And as | watch her take in the tour guide’s words | smile 
knowing that’s exactly what happened. 


But unlike Hemingway’s story mine does have a happy 
ending, thanks to her 


She came along and gave me my family and that means 
everything to me. 


About an hour later we exit the museum and the kids and 
Camila are still buzzing. 


“How about we go look at some old cars?” 

“Yeah!” the boys shout. They’re into Hot Wheels and have 
posters of cars in their rooms so they’re super excited to see 
the classic cars that are seemingly everywhere down here. 
And that’s what this holiday is all about, and life is all about. 
Making other people happy, which in turn makes me happy. 


There’s nothing that makes me happier than to see my wife 
and our kids smile. Nothing. 


It makes me feel incredible as a man to know that | can do 
that and it’s something | strive to do at all times... because 
they’re mine. 


My family and they bring me my happiness. 


| sure am possessive when it comes to them, but | wouldn’t 
have it any other way. 


“Dad, can we ride in it?” Camden asks as he spots an older 
gentleman offering rides in his classic convertible. 


| look at the sign and see that you can either have a ride 
with him or take the car yourself. 


| approach him, keeping a close eye on my family, and we 
strike up a conversation. 


| trust him and realize he’s got incredible stories to tell, just 
like Hemingway...and just like me. 


My life has taken many twists and turns but this current 
chapter that I’m on with my wife and kids is the best one 
yet. 


“Okay, everybody. Let’s hop in. Please be careful and 
respectful of Mr. Rodriguez’s car.” 


Mr. Rodriguez, opens the door and the children get in as my 
wife and | watch. 


“You know this is a dream of the boys,” she says as she 
wraps me up in a hug. 


“And this is a dream of mine,” | say. 
“It is? | didn’t know you were that into cars.” 


“I’m not particularly, but | am into putting smiles on my 
family’s faces.” 


“Wow!” Camden says. “Dad, come look at the inside!” 


“On my way, buddy,” | say and | lean in and give my woman 
a kiss. 


“Front or back?” she says. 


“Back. I'll sit in the back in the middle and keep an eye on 
things. You and the girls can have the front.” 


“Are you sure?” 

“Positive, and we'll switch off on the way back.” 

“Okay,” she says and we all get into the car. 

What she doesn’t know is that I’ve made an agreement with 
Mr. Rodriguez for the entire day One that involves him 
taking us to more than a few places, including the beach 
where | know the girls really want to go. And considering 
that we’ve all got our swimsuits on underneath our street 


clothes we’re already ready to go. 


As we pull away from the curb | lean forward in the seat and 
my wife leans back and we kiss. 


“I can see the two of you are really in love,” Mr Rodriguez 
says. 


“Absolutely,” | say. 
“Love is a beautiful thing,” he says. 
“Are you married?” | ask. 


“Fifty-one years this month.” 


“Us too!” Camila says. 


“Young lady | don’t know much about you but I do know 
you're way to young and way too beautiful to be as old as | 
am. | was married at nineteen.” 


A possessive growl comes from my throat at his words, but 
then | remember his age and that he’s just an older 
gentleman giving her a compliment. It’s just that my 
possessive instinct never dies down. 


“As is your entire family. Really nice looking group I’ve got 
in my car today.” 


| try and relax a little, but I still can’t quite shake his words. 


Camila turns around in the seat and puts her hand across 
the leather bench seat that’s up front. | bring my hand to 
hers. “It’s okay,” she says softly. 


| nod. She’s right. | have to learn to let her receive 
compliments from strangers from time to time. Not 
everyone is hitting on her, even though that’s how | perceive 
it. 


And how could | see it otherwise? She’s the most beautiful 
woman in the world so of course everyone wants to be with 
her, but she’ll only ever be with me. That’s for sure. 


“Mother of four, soon to be five,” she says, trying to remind 
me that she’s “past her prime” as she says sometimes in 
order to try and calm me down. 


“That only makes you more beautiful. You know that.” 


“More beautiful to you, sweetheart.” 


“I'm sorry, sir Did | offend you by telling your wife she was 
beautiful?” Mr Rodriguez says. 


“No, everything is okay,” | say. 

“Let me show you this,” he says and he pulls to the curb and 
removes his wallet and then presents me with a picture from 
it. 

“That’s me and my wife and our five kids. | see you've only 
got four so far, but it looks like you’ve got a fifth on the 
way.” 

“That’s right,” | say. 

“And that’s why I saw a little bit of myself in you and why | 
was hoping you’d want to take a ride in my car today. | like, 
and respect, a good family man and that’s why I’m happy to 
have you and your kin.” 

“Thank you,” | say. “You're family is very beautiful,” | say. 


He turns toward the back seat and looks sternly at me and 
then growls almost exactly as | had. 


Suddenly we all burst out laughing. 
“I may be seventy years old but I’m still just as protective as 
you are, sir And you know we Cubans are good boxers,” he 


says with a bit of a smile and a bit of halftruth to it. 


“So I’ve heard,” | say. 


“Okay then. So it’s settled. Both of us men have won the 
lottery of life. We both found us the perfect woman and 
made her ours and then life really started when we had a 
family with her” 

“| couldn’t have said it better myself,” | say. 

The man extends his hand into the back seat and we shake. 


“Okay, now let’s hit the road so we get to the beach and get 
a shady spot.” 


“The beach?” the girls say in unison. 


“We'll see,” | reply | lean back in my seat as we pull away 
from the curb. 


The radio springs to life and | hear the sounds of Buena Vista 
Social Club. 


It’s great to be on vacation with my family and it’s great to 
have a driver who “gets it.” 


Life is all about fun times with your family and surprising 
them with their favorite things. 


And taking a classic car to a beautiful Caribbean beach 
definitely checks all the boxes. 


All boxes but one. 


| tap my wife on the shoulder and she turns around in the 
seat and we kiss as the wind blows through our hair. 


Now the day is well on its way to being perfect...thanks to 
her. 


And the family she gave me, and continues to give me. 
| reach around and put my hands on her stomach. 
“Five,” | say. 

“Lucky seven,” she says. 

“Lucky seven,” | say and we kiss again. 


Yeah, I’m lucky all right. The luckiest man in the world 
because she’s mine. 
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